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gentleman whom I met at Palm Beach, Florida. He
had served in what was called the "hot-shot" bat-
tery. This battery had a furnace in which they
heated their round shot red-hot before firing them.
When I asked him how they kept the shot from
igniting the powder, he said: "We put wads of wet
hay or hemp between the shot and the powder."
Our bow in grounding had risen so that the store-
room was above the water-line, and one of these hot
shot having a plunging trajectory had entered. While
we were fighting the fire in the store-room, Captain
Smith had given the order to throw the guns of the
port battery overboard in the hope that this would
lighten the ship enough to float her. But the order
was never carried out. He had to face the heart-
breaking fact, to any captain of his indomitable
courage, of giving up his ship. He had opposed
fighting in the night and in the night he had come
to grief.

"Can we save the crew?" he asked me.

"Yes, sir!" I told him.

But there was no time to lose. Delay only meant
still more wounded to move, with the danger of the
fire in the store-room reaching the magazine before
they were away. Not once had our starboard bat-
tery ceased firing. The gunners had kept to their
work as if they were sure of victory, gaps caused by
casualties among the guns5 crews being filled in a
fashion that was a credit to our morale; for it is in